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SYNOPSIS.
i

Broulllard, chlef engineer of the Niq\uola
irrigation dam, maets J, Wesley Cort-
wtight and his daughter, Genevieve, and
explains the reclamation work to them.
Cortwright sees 4 big chance to make
money, organizes a company and ohtains

government contracts to furnish pﬂwv!‘]

and material. Steve Massingale threatens
to start & gold rush if Brouillard does not
influence Presldent Ford to bulld a rail-
road branch to the place, thus opening
an easy market for the ore from the "“Lit-
tle SBusan’” mine., On a vislt to Amy Mas-
slngale at her father's mine Broulllard
tells her of his need for money to pay off
his dead father's debts,
be true to himself. He decldes for the ex-
tension, Mirapolls, the clty of numbered
duys, booms, Cortwright persuades Broull-
lard to become consulting engineer of the
congsolldated electric power company in re-
turn for 100,000 stock. Btoppage of work
on the rallroad threatens a panle. Brouil-
lard spreads the Massingule story of
placer gold In the river bed and starts a
gold rush. The gold rush promises to stop
the reclamation project. Amy tells Broull-
lard that her father has Incorporated the
“Little Busan' and Is In Cortwright's
clutches financially, He tells her he has
made $100,000 and declares his love. Amy
lovea him but shows him that he has be-
come demoralized. Masalngale's placer
gold find was a fraud, but a real find iy
made.

She tells him to

Suppose, young man, that the 4
brother of the girl you loved got 4
himself into very serious trouble
and that she could be saved !
much sorrow and he very severe
punishment only if you gave up
the best job you ever had and
cleared out of the state. Would
you make the sacrifice?

CHAPTER XIV—Continued,

“T didn’t know you could be so con-
vineing,” was Miss Genevieve's com-
ment. "It was splendid! Nobody will
ever believe that you are going to go
on bullding your dam and threatening

to drown us, after this.”

“What did I say?" queried Brouil-
lard, having, at the moment, only the
haziest possible idea of what he had
said.

“Ag If you didn’t know!" she
laughed. “You congratulated every-
body. And the funny thing about it is
that you didn't say a single word about
the Niguoia dam.”

“Didn't I? That shows how com-
pletely your father has converted me,
how helplessly I am carried along on
the torrent of events.”

“But you are not,” she said accus-
ingly. “Deep down in your inner con-
sclousness you don't believe a little bit
in Mirapolis. You are only playing the
game with the rest of us, Mr. Brouil-
lard.”

Gorman, Mr. Cortwright's ablest
trumpeter in the real-estate booming,
was holding the plaza crowd spell-
bound with prophetic outlining of the
Mirapolitan future.

In the middle distance and back-
grounding the buildings on the oppo-
site side of the plaza, rose the false
work of the great dam—a standing for-
est of sawed timbers, whose afternoon
shadows were already pointing like a
many-fingered fate toward the city of
the plain. But, though the face of the
speaker was toward the shadowing for-
est, his words ignored it. “The snow-
capped Timayonis," “the mighty Chi-
gringo,” and “the golden-veined slopes
of Jack's mountain” all came in for eu-
logistic mention; but the massive wall
of concrete, with its bristling parapet
of timbers, had no part in the orator's
flamboyant descriptive.

Brouillard loved Amy Massingale
with a passion which, however blind it
might be on the side of the higher
moralities, was still keen-sighted
enough to assure him that every

plunge he made in the Mirapolitan

whirlpool was sweeping him farther
away from her.

He had tranaferred the power com-
pany's stock, minus a single share to
cover his official etanding on the
power company's board, to Cortwright,
and had opened an account at the Ni-
quola National. The ninety-nine thou-
gand nine hundred dollars had since
grown by speculative accretions to the
rounded eighth of a million which all
financiers agree in calling the stepping
gtone to fortune.

He had regarded this money—was
stlll regarding it—as a loan; his lever
with which to pry out something which
he could really call his own. But mors
and more possession and use were dull-
ing the keen edge of accountability
and there were moments of Insight
when the grim irony of taking the
price of honor to pay an honor debt
forced itself upon him. At such mo.
ments he plunged more recklessly, in
one of them taking stock in a gold-
dredge company which was to wash
nuggets by the wholesale out of the
Quadjenai bend, in another buying yet
other options in the newest suburb of
Mirapolis.

With the waning of the day of cele-
brations the temper of the street
throngs was changlng. It is only the
people of the Latinized eities who can
take the carnival spirit lightly; in
other blood liberty grows to license
and the thin veneer of clvilized re-
straints quickly disappears. From
early dawn the saloons and dives had
been adding foel to the flames, and
light-heartedneses and good-natured
horseplay were giving way to sardonic
Lumor and brutality.

la the shont faring through the

crowded street from the plaza to the
| Metropole corner Brouillard saw and
| heard things to make his blood boil
| Twice before he reached Bongras' cafe

ienlrnnce the engineer shouldered his |

way to the rescue of some badgered
nucleus of excursionists, and in each
instance there were frightened women
to be hurriedly spirited away to the

It was in front of Bongras' that
Brouillard came upon Rev. Hugh Cast-
ner, the hot-hearted young zealot who
had been flung into Mirapolis on the
crest of the tidal wave of mining ex
citement. Though Hosford—who had
not been effaced, as Mr, Cortwright
had promised he should be—and the
men of his clique called the young
missionary a meddlesome visionary,
he stood in the stature of a man, and
lower Chigringo avenue loved him and
swore by him now and then when some
poor soul, hastily summoned, was to
be eased off into eternity,

When Brouillard caught sight of him
Castner was looking out over the
seething street caldron from his com-
manding height of six feet of athletic
man stature, his strong face a mask
of bitter humiliation and concern.

“Brouillard, this is simply hideous!"
he exclaimed. “If this devils' carnival
goes on until nightfall we ghall have a
revival of the old Roman Saturnalia
at its worst!"” Thon, with & swift blow
at the heart of the matter: “You're
the man I've been wanting to see; you
are pretty close in with the Cortwright
junta—Iis it true that free whisky has
been dealt out to the crowd over the
bar in the Niquoia building?"

Brouillard said that he did not know,
which was true, and that he could not
believe it possible, which was not true,
“The Cortwright people are as anxious
to have the celebration pass off peace
ably as even you can be,” he assured
the young missionary, tryitg to but-
tress the thing which was not true.
“When riot comes in at the door, busi-
ness flies out at the window; and,
after all, this feast of hurrahs {8 mere-
ly another bid for business.”

But Castner was shaking his head.

“l can't answer for Mr. Cortwright
personally, He and Handley and
Schermerhorn and a few of the others
seem to stand for respectability of a
sort. But, Mr. Brouillard, I want to
tell you this: somebody in authority
is grafting upon the vice of this com-
nmunity, not only today but all the
time,"

“The community ia certainly viclous
enough to warrant any charge you can
make,"” admitted Brouillard, Then he
changed the topic abruptly. “Have you
seen Miss Massingale since noon?”

“Yes; I saw her with Smith, the
cattleman, at the other end of the ave-
nue about an hour ago."”

“Heavens!" gritted the engineer.
“Didn't Smith know better than to

#

“Broulllard, This Is Simply Hideous!"™

take her down there at such & time as
this 7"

The young missionary was frowning
thoughtfully. “I think it was the
other way about. Her brother has been
drinking again, and I took it for grant-
ed that she and Smith were looking
for him."

Brouillard buttoned his coat and
pulled his soft hat over his eves,

“I'm going to look for her,” he said.
“Will you comse along?"

Castner nodded, and together they
put their shoulders to the crowd. Again
and again the engineer and his com:-

blow to protect the helpless in the
half-drunken, gibe-flinging crush, and
in these sallies Castner bore his part
like a man, expostulating first and hit-
ting out afterward in a fashion that
left no doubt in the mind of his antag-
onist of the moment.

“It was little less than a erime to
turn your laborers loose on the town
on such an occasion as this,” said Cast-
ner, dealing out his words as frankly
and openly as he did his blows,

Broulllard shrugged.

“If 1 hadn't given them the day

nearest place of seclusion and sarel}-.|

i the chal
lenge promptly
| "It les ultimatply at the door of
thoze whose insatinte greed has built

this new Gomorrah in the shadow of
vour dam."” He wheeled suddenly and
flung a long arm toward the half-fin-
ished structuro filling the gap between
the western shoulders ef Chigringo
and Jack's mountain. “There stands
the proof of God's wisdom in hiding
the future from mankind, Mr. Broull
{lard. Because a little section of hu-
manity here behind that great wall
| knows the end of its hopes, and the
manner and , time of that end, i be-
comes demon-ridden, {rreclaimab! !”

At another time the engineer might
have felt the force of the tersely en
quent summing up of the accusation
against the Mirapolitan attitude, But
now he was looking anxiously for Amy
| Massingale or her escort, or both of
them.

“Surely Smith wouldn't let her stay
down here a minute longer than It
took to get her away,” he said impa-
tiently ss a pair of drunken Cornish-
men reeled out of Haley's place and
usurped the sidewalk. “Where was it
you saw them, Castner?"

“They were in front of ‘Pegleg
John's,’ In the next block. Miss Mas-
singale was waiting for Smith, who
was just coming out of Pegleg's den
shaking his head. I put two and two
together and guessed they were look-
ing for Stephen."

“If they went there Miss Amy had
her reasons. Let's try it,” sald Brouil-
lard, and he was half-way across the
street when Castner overtook him.

There was a dance hall next door to
Pegleg John's barrel house and gam-
bling rooms, and, though the daylight
was still strong enough to make the
electrics garishly unnecessary, the
orgy was in full swing, the raucous
clanging of a plano and the shuflle
and stamp of many feet drowning thoe
monotonous cries of the sidewalk
“barker,” who was inviting all and
sundry to enter and join the dancers,

Castner would have stopped to ques-
tion the "barker"—was, in fact, trying
to make himself heard—when the
sharp crash of a pistol shot dominated
the clamor of the plano and the stamp-
ing feet. Brouillard made a quick dash
for the open door of the neighboring
barrel house, and Castner was so good
a second that they burst in as one
man,

The dingy interior of Pegleg John's,
which wias merely a barrel-lined vesti-
bule leading to the gambling rooms
beyond, staged a tragedy. A handsome
young giant, out of whose face sudden
agony had driven the brooding pas-
sion of intoxication, lay, loose-flung,
on the sawdust-covered floor, with
Amy Massingale kneeling in stricken,
tearless misery begide him. Almost
within arm’s reach Van Bruce Cort-
wright, the slayer, was wrestling stub-
bornly with Tig Smith and the fat-
armed barkeeper, who were trying to
disarm him, his heavy face a mask of
irresponsible rage and his lips bub-
bling imprecations.

“Turn me loose," he gritted. “I'1 fix
him so he won't give the governor's
snap away! He'll pipe the story of
the Coronida grant off to the papers?
—not if I kill him till he's too dead to
bury, I guess.”

Caswer ignored the wrestling three
and dropped quickly on his knees be:
side Stephen Massingale, bracing the
misery-stricken girl with the needed
word of hope and directing her in low
tones how to help him search for the
wound,

But Brouillard hurled himself with
an oath upon young Cortwright, and it
was he, and neither the cattleman nor
the fat-armed barkeeper, who wrenched
the weapon out of Cortwright's grasp
and with it menaced the babbling mur-
derer into silence.

A short week after the reclamation
service headquarters had been moved
from the log-built offices on the gov-
ernment reservation to the commodi-
ous and airy suite on the sixth floor of
the Niquoia building Brouillard re-
ceived the summons which he had
been expecting ever since the night
of ricting and lawlessness which had
marked the close of the railroad celi-
bration,

“Mr. Cortwright would like to seo
you in his rooms at the Metropole,”
was the message the office boy brought.
and Brouillard closed his desk with a
enap and followed the boy to Bongras’,

The shrewd-eyed tyrant of Mirapo-
lis was in his shirt sleeves, busily dic-
tating to two stenographers alternate-
Iy, when the engineer entered the third
room of the series; but the work was
suspended and the stenographers were
sent away as soon s Brouillard was
announced,

“"Well," was the millionalre's great-
ing, “you waited to be sent for, didn't
you?

"Why not?" said Broulllard shortly,
“I have my work to do and you have
yours."

“And the two jobs are at opposite
panion had to intervene by word and | ends of the string, you'd say. Mever '!

mind; we can't afford to throw each
| other down, and just now you can
itell me a few things that 1 want to

know. How is young Massingaie get-
ting along?”

“As well as could be expected. Car-
ruthers—the doctor—says he s out of
danger.”

“H'm. It has been handed in to me
| two or three times lately that the old
man is out gunning for Van Bruce or
for me. Any (ruth In thay?"

“I think not. Massingale is a Ken-

\ : .;.I L
51 r il i
| I has ol ARy
| left Steve's b
Mr J. Wesler Cortwrleht flung him
self hack In his lux uis swing cohalr
and clasped his er the
top of his head whore the roddizn gray
hair was thinning reluctanthy
“I've been putting It off to see which
way the cat was golng to jump.” he nd-
mitted, “If young Massingale is out of
danger, it is tima 10 ger action. What
was tho quarrel about, betweon him | o1

and Van Bruce?”

“It occurs to me that your gon wauld
be a better source of information™
sald Brouillard, evading.

*Van Bruce has told me all he re-
members—which {sn't much, owing to
his own beastly condition at the time.
He says young Massingale was threat-
ening something—something in con-
nection with the Coronida grant—and
tha' ®e got the insane idea into his
head .hat the only way to stop the
threat was »y killing Massingale ™

The sandysay eyes of the milllon.
afre promoter were shifting while he
spoke, but Brouillard fixed and held
them before he said: “Why should
Massingale threaten your son, Mr.
Cortwright?”

“1 don’t know," denied the promoter,
and ho sald it without flinching a hair's
breadth.

“Then 1 can tell you,” was the equal.
Iy steady rejoinder. “Some time agn

you lent David Massingale, through the

Broulllard Hurled Himself With
Oath Upon Young Cortwright.

bank, a pretty large sum of money for
development expenses on the ‘Litlle
Susan,” taking a morignge on every-
thing in sight to cover the loan. But
when the railroad was an assured fact
he learned that the Red Dutte smelt-
ers wouldn't take his ore, giving some
technleal reason which he knew to be
a4 mere excuse,”

Mr. Cortwright nodded. “So far you
might be reading it out of a book.”

“In consequence, David Massingale
finds himself in a fair way to becoma
a broken man by the simplest of com:
mercial processes. The bank holls hia
notes, which will presently have to be
paid. If he can't pay, the bank comes
back on you as his indorser, and you

the mine,
ite”

“It is exactly the size of it. 1 do
want the ‘Little Susan’ and I've got a
rood friend or two in the Red Butte
smelters who will help me get it

Broulllard's blick eyes were snap-

Isn't that about the size of

when he sald: “Thank you. That
brings us down to lhf! mention of the
Coronida grant and Stephen Massin-

| member.”

“Right-0," said Mr. Cortwright. still
with predetermined geniality, “What
was the threat?”

“I don't know, but the guessing list
is open to everybody. There was once
a grant of many square miles of moun-
tnin and desert somewhere In this re
gion made to one Don Estacio de Mons
tarriba Coronida. Lilke those of most
of the great Spanish land grants, the
boundaries of this one were loosely
described and—"

Mr. Cortwright held up a fat hand

“l know what you're going to sav.
But we went into all that at Washing-
ton before we ever Invested a single
doller in this valley. As you may or
may not know, the reclamation serv-
iz bureau tried to choke us off. But
when it came down to brass tacks,
they lacked a witness. We may be in
the bed of your proposed lake, but
we're safely on Coronida land.*

“Bo you say.” sald Brouillard quietly,
“and on the strength of that you have
been guaranteeing titles, Just there
s where Massingale comes in, | imap
ine. He has spent twenty vears or
wore in this region, and he knows
every landmark in §t. What If ha
should be able to put a lighted mateh
to your plle of kindling, Mr. Cort
| wright - i
‘OWMOI“OJ‘"‘M

Does It oceur to you that the %
argument between Cortwright
and Brouillard may end with
Corthwright's plotting against
the young engineer and sanding
him to prison on false evidence H
just to get rid of him? 5
developments, i

Watch
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Lines to Be Rememberad,
Our greatest glory consists not [a
never falling, but in rising every tima

tucklan, and I fancy he s quite capa-| we fall.—Goldsmith,
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Iport 2 Spartan Women Sufferae Untoid Torturea
by the 1 t ! but who wants to be a 3partan” Take
Ereatest s it } Femoenina” for all femaie disorders,
emipire s e ! g 3z Price lve and $1.04 Adv
lisy ATy 1 t !
operiting o W v t! Iy 1 oF SANRLNNE widows (o
have, but are | Hing ) It \ ving
-
The Effects of Opiates,

THAT INFANTS are peculiarly
preparations, all of which are

susceptible to opium and ita warious
miarcotio, I8 well known.  Even in the

gmullest Coses, if continued, these opiates cause changea in tha fune-
tions and growth of the cells which are likely to become permanent, causing
imbecility, mental perversion, a craving for alechol or narcotica in later lifo.

Nervous diseases, such as intractable

nervous dyspepsia and lack of staying

ywers are & result of dosing with opiates or narcotics to keep chilidren quiet

their infancy. The rule among p
receive opiates in the smallest doses
ouly then if unavoidable,

The adminstration of Anody ues,

hysicians i8 that children should never
for more than a day at a time, and

Drops, Cordials, Soothing Syrups and

other narcotics to children by any but a physician cannot be too strongly

decnied, and the druggist should not

bo & party to it. Children who are il

need the attention of a physician, and it is nothing less than a crime to

dose tham willfully with narcotics,

Castoria containg no narcotics if it bears the

signature of Chas. 1, Fletcher,
Gennine Castoria always bears the s
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YOUTH MISSED THE POINT

|

lMa&den Had Asked Mathematical

Question, and Really He Had
Not Understood Her.

“Mr, Swith, 1

11;v~.' 1,

want to nsk yon a
retnrked g malden to hoer
anrtner a8 they enterad the donseryvas
rory,

“A thousand, If you ke he re-
plladl,

“What s n Kiss?"

The yotnge man was taken ahnek,
but qnleRly pulled  Blmself together
and fiemily salild; “This 18"

“Sie" repled the Indignant seplior
after hgher cultirs, “you milsauler
stamd me, The interrogotion I pat to
vou o owus  u mathematienl  prolidom
whileh I thought mileght Interest you,

It does, 00 dees” salld the yoling
man, us he wwirlsd his Hght  mns
tache, “but HiUs a conundrum 1 glve
itoup”

The malden's eves  sporklisd, and
there was usie By her viies gs shie
theew amt the answer “Why, s
nothing divilod by twas"

A REMARKABLE DISCOVERY

For thousands of vears vonsumption i
been considered ne incarable.  Yet, i the
[l.\hl fow veurs there has been diseoverml
a treatment, which of we are to holieve
the stnteinents of patients, s proving ol
footive, Mere s what one Lidy, Mre JOA
Rippy, S03 North 18th Ave, Nashville,
gavs:  “For four yenrs 1 have hod a ter

vible congh and suflered with tuboronlosis
fon less than two yenrs T had a numbar of
hemorrhages, and had tried all kinds of
remedies with very poor results.  Ninoe

fall back on your mortgage and take |

taking the first dose

not had o single hemorrhage. 1 nm abile
to do iy own work, est and sleop woell,
Better than | have in miany vears.”  Lung
Vita is proving equislly as efteotsve in chses
of axthma Fry LangVita now Sendl
$1.55 for thirtyday treatment.  Naslivill
Medicine Co., No. 10 Steger Bldg, Nash:
ville, Tenn

Addv.

New Woods for Print Paper,

Exhnustive tests show 1that 11 new
wWonls—that s, woodds not  hitherto
ugetd for this purpose—giyve prombse
| of Dbelug sultabile for the production
of  newspiint. paper o this country
White amd red 0F nre the most pron
Ising species b the et tannd forests in
Caltforpin,  although  Lndgepode sl
wesiern ."“""" e ati]l Dwauglas
may sometimes he used, declare the

ping, but his voies was quite steady |

gale's threat—which your gon can't re- |

FOvEernment «elentists,

HEAL YOUR SKIN TROUBLES

With Cuticura, the Quick, Sure and
Easy Way. Trial Free

Bathe with Cutleura Soap, dry and
apply the Ointment. They stoap lteh.
ing Instantly, eclear away plmples,
blacklheads, redness and roughness, re-
move dandruff and sealp irritation,
heal red, rough and sore hands gs
well as most baby skin troubles,

Freo sample each by wail with Book
Address posteard, Cutipura, Dept. L,

Boston. Sold everywhere —Ady,
Somewhat Evasive.
“Iill Miss tirnbeoln offer you any
BHeGrnZetient ¥
"Ll ¥ <" nruswered the peofessionul

NO MALARIA—NO CHILLS.
"Plantation” Chill Tome is puarantesd
to drive away Chills and Fever or your
moaey refundad.  Price sor —Adv

COme e never atteln)its to
)

i tries to ongthe i,

nnotler

of Lung-Vitn T have |

Its Meanness,

“T don’t wonder they glve fute a
woniin's sex, for she's so mean to
other women,"

“Tlow so?"”

“Hore s lesp sear. and tn half
the worlil adl the men are oft to the
wir wlore the women can’t get nt
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For a

Keeps Him Working

HANFORD'S
Balsam of Myrrh

ALINIMENT

For Galls, Wire

Cuts, Lameness,

Strains, Bunches,
Thrush, Old Sores,

Nail Wounds, Foot Rot,
Fistula, Bleeding, Etc., Ete.

Made Since 1846, Ak Anvbedv

| Price 25¢, 50¢ and $1.00
OR WRITE

All Dealers s g tantors wig. o,

Every Woman Wants

ANTISEPTIC POWDER

. FOR PERSONAL HYGIENE
Dissolved in water for es stope
pelvic catarrh, ulceration and inflam.
mation. Recommended by Lydia E.
Pinkham Med. Co, for ten years
A healing wonder for nasal catarrh,
sore throat and sore eyes. Economical.

;In r:vui;nﬁun‘?_jl:mlilnl, and germickial (mv;
w. e, .
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PHE HIGH QUALITY SEWIND MACHINE

NEV:HOME

NOT SOLD UNDER ANY OTHER NAME

it free boaali et Pt < to be connl ders! before
it Sewing Machine.” Learn the facts,

pu
THE NEWHOME SEWING MACHINECO,, ORANGE, MAS
DAISY FLY KILLER
fllea. Neat, clean, op
tinmental, conveninnt

S ‘e Losta all
Wl neanon, Madnol

| Wi

placed anywhare, ab-
trarts and  kilie o)

metal, can'toplilortig
aver; will not soll o
Sl injure anything
Husraniesd effective
Alldenlers ortsent

wrpirees pald fur 91,00
BAROLD BUMERS, 180 De Ealb Ave, Brockiys, N. ¥

FOR ACUTE ACHES OF THE FEET

Bprinkle ane wa Allen's Foot-Kase powdera
b thee 2wat Bath nurd sonk nod rab the feet. It
Lk s the sting out of Corna and Buar

gutarting, wohing feet. Themor insthng comiort,
e Allen's Foot-Ease Inta yanr shoes.  Adl

> sample packnge FHEE
v Y.

ris 8, Olmstanly Le Ry, 2

Ak y 4

A tolist preparation of morfh
Helpa ta oradionts dasarafl
For Restoring Color and

Beauty to Gray or Faded th’.l

e mud L0 AL Lirugaisia

W. N, U, MEMPHIS, NO. 27-1916.
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by weak, nervoun, r

first botile if you ar

Bold for 47 years. For
a Fine General

STELLA VITAE actadirectly on the female organs and regulates
the [inctinne peculiar to women. 1t stops wasting, relieven danger-
ous suppression, and banlches the teprors of thoge

ferers and i guamntond to help you, Yourmoney back oo the very

TERSMITHS
GIE.TOHI&

THE GUARANTEED|

ty For Women

seriods so draaded

un down womaen, 1t has holped thousands of auf-

€ not benefited.—¥1 at your dealer's,

Chills and Fever,

Strengthening ‘Tonic. 60t ud $1.00 et all Dreg Stow




